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Fire In Henry Hooter 



The New Nanny 





Poor old Mrs Mac. She had worked for the family for forty years and now 

The next day Mrs Frightfully-Busy was in a panic. There was nobody to look after her 

Nanny. All the agencies seemed to be exactly the same. All except one. ANIMAL MAGIC, it 
read WE PROVIDE NANNIES TO SUIT ALL CHILDREN. NO CHILD TOO DIFFICULT 
TO HANDLE. 

Mrs Frightfully-Busy phoned them up. 

‘There’ll be somebody round in half an hour,” said the voice and Mrs Frightfully-Busy 
heaved an enormous sigh of relief. 

as she opened the front door. There was nobody there. 




Tristram and Candy stopped dead at 
disbelief. A long brown snake wearing a 
just slid into their house. Their mother mr 
she hadn’t even noticed. 


the foot of the stairs. Their jaws dropped open in 
l starched white apron, and carrying a handbag, had 
list have gone stark staring bonkers, and, to cap it all. 





In bed that night, Tristram was asked what he thought of his new nanny. 



‘Then she’s never coming back into this house!” declared Mrs Frightfully-Busy. 

The following morning she rang up the ANIMAL MAGIC NANNY AGENCY for the third 


“I’ll give you one last chance to send me a nanny who can look after my children 
properly!” she shouted down the phone. 

“Yes, Mrs Frightfully-Busy. As it happens, we have the perfect nanny right here in the 
office. I’ll send her over straight away,” said the voice at the other end. 





CLONK! Tristram brought the bat down hard on the nanny’s head Candy squealed with 
delight. It was such a clever trick. 

The new nanny blinked and continued walking. She stopped in the middle of the hall. 
Water dripped off her scaly back and formed tiny puddles on the carpet. She flicked her tail. 


‘No way,” said Tristram. “You’re just the nanny. Take that!” and he hit the alligator on the 
It was all over in a flash. Two snaps, two gulps and the children were gone. 







third, the biggest of them all, was made from the skin of an alligator. 


The One Tailed, Two Footed, Three Bellied, Four Headed, Five 
Fingered, Six Chinned, Seven Winged, Eight Eyed, Nine Nosed, 
Ten Toothed Monster. 



‘Twenty?” he’d guess. ‘Thirty? A hundred? I don’t know. Is it more or less?” 



, clutching Tulsi< 















Timothy awoke to find himself in a room full of children. All of them had grumpy looking 
faces, a bit like Timothy’s. He wondered where on earth he was. He looked out of the window, 
but there was nothing to see, except a disused yard and two blue gates. Over in the comer a 
green tarpaulin had been thrown over a van, which Timothy could see was black. 

“Have you never heard of the Spaghetti Man?” she said. 

“What, that Italian geezer who turns children into pasta when they don’t eat their food?” 

‘That’s right” she said. 


“Isn’t he?” replied the curly haired girl, ‘Then what’s this?” 

She showed Timothy a label on her coat. It read: 

CURLY TWIRLS 

“You’re fibbing me,” said Timothy. 

Timothy’s label was stitched onto his BMX sweat shirt. He read it upside down. 
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The Black Knight 


The day came, however, when King Basil died. 1 
throughout the land, for he had died without having ai 
over as King. The Prime Minister and all his advisors < 


WANTED 

Person of sound mind 
and pleasant disposition 
to fill the vacancy for 
KING (or QUEEN) OFR URITANIA. 
No time wasters please. 




The following day, the Black Army swept into Rmitania. It moved forward like a mighty 
column of ants, devouring everything in its path and leaving a trail of destruction behind it. 
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one, and they put out a rattier unattractive smell, for another. So it was never crowned. 

Instead a young lady called Gertrude was chosen to be Queen. She ruled wisely and 
sensibly for many years, and gave the pike a special place in the Royal Goldfish pond, where 
it lived happily for the rest of its long life. 


Glued to the Telly 
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He had one plan. Find a shower and stand underneath it all night. One thing that crisps weren’t 
was soggy. If he could keep himself soaking wet all night he couldn’t possibly be a crisp, and 
if he wasn’t a crisp there was no danger of him dying from being eaten by himself. 



‘Wen, he can’t have gone far,” she said. “He’s left a crisp behind.” She nibbled a comer. 
“Cheese and onion. His favourite. He’s bound to come back to finish that.” 

Then she picked the crisp up, sealed it in a Tupperware box, put it in the fridge and, 
unfortunately, forgot about it. 


The Barber of Civil 



THREE CUTS: 
SHORT BACK AND SIDES, 
PUDDING BASIN or 
THE FULL CHOP. 




There was a gasp from the class. Nobody would dare to be so cheeky to a teacher. 
Peregrine sat back in his chair and grinned. The teacher was bright red It was all she could do 
to control her fury. 

Tania, meanwhile, was doing gym. 

‘Tuck your skirt into your knickers yourself!” she shouted at her games teacher. “I’m not 



“All right! ” said Tania defiantly. Then she jumped on top of a bench, opened her mouth and 




Tania and Peregrine looked at each other and shrugged their shoulders. Then they stalled 


“We’re not scared of your stupid old stick. 

If you really want to know, you make us sick. 

‘Cos you look like a camel with a hairy hump. 

There was a dull thud as the headmaster collapsed behind his desk. Tania and Peregrine 
waited. A hand appeared over the telephone, then a white face. 

“Could you get Matron, please.” murmured the headmaster, for whom the song had 
obviously been a big shock. ‘Then kindly leave my office.” 

“Good morning, class,” said the barber. 

“Good morning, sir,” replied everyone except Peregrine. The barber put on his spectacles 
and stared at him. 

“No,” said Peregrine, mdely. “I’d rather say goodbye.” 

Then he took out a pencil and wrote SHORTBACK AND SIDES in a little black book. ^ 

they saw the barber come in. Tania went one further. She stood on the top of her desk, stuck 
her tongue out and waggled her fingers in her ears. The barber took out his little black book. 





The Giant Who Grew too Big for His Boots 




Hugh laughed out loud. 





Hugh. 


The villagers swam to safety. Hugh had found somewhere warm to spend the night. 

Hugh wriggled into the two town halls, lay his head on a municipal library and kept his toes 
warm by putting each of them into a separate greenhouse. There was plenty of room in two 
whole villages for him to get comfy. In the middle of the night however he woke up with a 
start. He was freezing. It felt as if somebody had pulled the cover off him. Hugh opened an 
eye. He could see the stars. He opened the other eye. There was the moon. He had grown 
again. His head was higher than the clouds and the two villages were clustered round his 
ankles like a pair of unlaced boots 

In nearby Scotland a freak rainstorm swept the length and breadth of the country, soaking 
everything in its path. It lasted for three minutes and ruined everybody’s hairdos. 

Hugh took over the City of London. He sprawled in Hyde Park. He drank water from the 
Thames. He ate pigeons by the handful from Trafalgar Square. No sooner had he claimed the 
city as his own, however, than he grew again, and every time he got bigger he needed more 
space. After London, it was Bristol, then Manchester, Liverpool, Hull and Edinburgh. By the 
time he had a toe in Ireland, Hugh was six hundred miles high. 

Still he kept growing. Still he kept roaring: 


ca phoned Huge Hugh up. 


“Hugh”, he said, “Hugh baby. I hear you want tc 
‘That’s right,” replied Hugh, “in a big way.” 
“Well, excuse me Hugh”, said the President ne: 
take one step towards the United States, and I’ll be 
you, to knock you out the sky.” 


of paces to the right and crossed the Atlantic Ocean as if it were no bigger than a puddle. Tme 
to his word, the American president sent up every aeroplane and rocket in his possession. 
Hugh ate them all for pudding. 






In nearby Africa a freak rainstorm swept the length and breadth of the continent, 
everything in its path. It lasted for six hours and ruined everybody’s crops. 

Hugh wiped his lips and looked around him for somewhere bigger to stay. 

India and his head on a light pillow of snow in Antarctica. He spanned the globe. There wasn’t 


After a fortnight of almost constant growing, and spittle spraying, Hugh fo 
the farthest comer of the Universe. He had outgrown the moon and the sun. H 
past Mars and Jupiter. He had eaten the Milky Way on his way through. He 




When he had stopped getting smaller he was no bigger than a matchstick. 

It was raining hard as Hugh picked himself out of die mud. He was soaked 
needed to find somewhere warm and dry to sleep. He stood on a mushroom 
view and saw a snail grazing lazily on a nearby leaf. Hugh jumped off his : 

“I’m Huge Hugh.” 

“Really,” said the snail, who was not interested. 

The snail wiped his eye, where Hugh had spat. 

“I want that house on your back.” 

“Really?” said the snail. “So do I.” Then he slid up to Hugh and slimed all ov 


The Wooden Hill 



Jack rolled onto his back and sighed deeply. 

“She’s a real old dragon, my mum,” he thought, feeling frightfully sorry for himself. As a 
matter of fact he could just imagine her as a dragon. Green spiky hair, wings tucked away 
under her cardigan, teeth ready-sharpened to bite his head off. He wouldn’t want her to kiss 
him goodnight though. Ugh! She’d bum his lips off! Jack snorted and laughed out loud. 





The Litter Bug 




. They’re only little dogs and they can’t hang < 


) everything I can!” 


That night, the army was called in. Twenty thousand troops marched, or rather squelched, 
into London. The Commanding Officer was a red faced man with a bristly moustache. His 

locked up within the hour.” 

Meanwhile, Bunty was not aware that any of this was happening. She was busy stuffing the 
pockets of her mega-large macintosh with empty baked bean tins, ready for that night’s litter 


her front door and swam down the road to the foot of the litter mountain. As she heaved 
herself out of the slime she heard a rustling behind her. She turned to look, but all she could 

wasn’t just behind her now, it was all around. She peered again through the darkness to see 
what it was, and this time she definitely saw the rubbish moving. There was something 
underneath it, trying to push its way out. 

“I must have imagined it,” she said to herself. Then she turned and continued climbing. 







Goblin Mountain 




II111 If 






“I’m sure you don’t,” said his mother as she hugged him back. “Come on. It’s time you 
went to bed.” Then she picked Joseph up and carried him downstairs. 




Sweets 




ally this naughty.” But, of 







The Top Hat 
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Magician bowed 


beard along the doorstep. 

“I hope you don’t mind, good sir,” said Marvin as he stood in the hall, “but I have taken the 
liberty of bringing along my assistant today. Perhaps I might be permitted to offer him 
sanctuary within your hallowed walls?” 















The Childhood Snatcher 











' baby girl of eighte 





